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sing the Lord's song in a strange land ? If I forget

thee, Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her cun-

ning. If I do not remember thee let my tongue

cleave to the roof of my mouth : if I prefer not Je-

rusalem above my chief joy." Psalms 137: 1—6.

To such I would say : Fear not, little children
;

the Lord is ever gracious, ever wise. Himself has

engaged to teach you and to lead you about, to in-

struct you and to keep you as the apple of his eye.

Your eyes may ^)ften overflow with tears, and you

be ready to halt; your heart may seem to almost

break with sorrow and grief; your path may lead

through gloomy deserts, and cloudy and dark days

;

you may be pursued upon the mountains and laid

wait for in the valleys. It may seem, sometimes, as

though God, even our own God himself were against

us in providence. Satan, as a matter of course, is

against us, doing all he can, (not all he would,) to

hurt our feelings, going about like a roaring lion,

seeking whom he may devour. Yea, more! our

own hearts condemning us, because we sa}'-, do and

think so man}'' things that are not of faith, and

whatsoever is not of faith is sin. Hence the sad

lamentation : "0! wretched man that I am I" These

and many more of like trials may be brought to bear

upon us. Still, my dear fellow-pilgrims, beloved of

God, this is the way God has marked out for you.

Walk ye in it. Ere long God will open your eyes,

himself will wipe away your tears, and then you will
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